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SOME OF US HAD BEEN SUCKING
OUR FRIEND CARRIE
Jaclyn Watterson
Some of us had been sucking our friend Carrie. Not just her face and neck, but her
arms, legs, hands, waist—even her ear lobes. Bruises purpled and blued, almost
glowed, and Carrie looked like a demented anemone.
Finally one of us, Melissa or Nicole, chewed out Carrie’s palm, and she said we had
all gone too far. We knew she was right because we had also sucked her left
eyeball out of its socket the week before. She had stuffed the eye back in, but the
optic nerve still hung out in a loop that outlined the grey half-circle under her eye.
We had gone too far, and as our friend, it was Carrie’s right to punish us. Carrie
said she would have to think about how, and we didn’t hear from her for a week.
Finally she called Tiffany and said she’d like to get together, and we knew she had
a decision. So Tiffany told Carrie, Sure, to come on over to my place.
I bought two bottles of champagne for the event, but I was too nervous to bring
them out when the girls arrived. Carrie came last and brought brownies. Her
bruises and hickeys were yellowing, and now she looked haughty, like an anemone
who had traveled.
None of us felt like chatting, but Carrie said we should pretend it was any other
day. Sarah spoke up and said that if that were the case, we’d be sucking Carrie.
Carrie said she meant any other day before we started sucking her, and Melissa
said that even though it hadn’t been that long that we’d been sucking Carrie, she
couldn’t remember before.
Carrie said this was exactly why we all needed to be punished. I reminded Carrie
that none of us disagreed, that we had all gotten together to support her decision,
and we were ready to hear it just as soon as she was ready to give it.
Carrie’s left eye trembled like an egg yolk and the dangling nerve shook, casting
shadows all the way to her chin. She said she thought she’d have a drink before
telling us, and did I have any scotch?
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I told her I was dry but for the champagne, that I thought after Carrie’s
pronouncement and our punishment we might feel like celebrating the end of the
ordeal.
Then there was a lot of blinking and air puffing out of noses, and Nicole squeezed
my shoulder in sympathy, but no one said anything. A celebration was out of the
question.
Carrie poured herself a glass of water from the kitchen tap, and we all took a
brownie to be polite. The brownies were a little chalky—Carrie had never gotten
used to high altitude baking—but none of us criticized this batch because after all,
it was Carrie’s big day and probably it was difficult to bake with only one palm and
a compromised eye.
After we had eaten our brownies, sensitively trying to pretend it was any other
day before, Carrie settled into my only armchair, and we lined up on the couch
facing her. All week we had been speculating about how Carrie would punish us,
and though Tiffany had some truly imaginative ideas, none of us guessed Carrie’s
decision. I suppose that’s why we had started sucking her in the first place, and
why we needed her punishment.
—-
Jaclyn Watterson’s recent work appears in Birkensnake, failbetter, The Collagist,







“We live and die by the illusion of choice.” –Diederick de Wit
You open your eyes. You are staring at your desk.
The doors were locked hours ago. You have a key, so you’ve permitted yourself to
stay behind. After all, the painting arrived just before closing, and you’re excited
to get a glimpse of the missing de Wit. Your friend Lucy, an art historian in
Washington, is insistent that you look at the painting.
“You’ve got to come back from all of this, somehow,” she’d said on the phone last
week. “And how better than to get a good look at ‘De rouw ruimte’? It’s really
something to behold.”
She’s right, of course. You do need to come back, because the way your boss,
Phillip, is looking at you, you have a needling suspicion that he’s considering firing
you. The way he twirls his monogrammed pen on your desk when he talks,
watching his initials roll into view and out again—he’s definitely considered it. It’s
a far stretch from the man who, overcome with vicarious grief, staggered into your
office a few days after the accident reeking of top-shelf gin, taking your arms with
a kind of unrestrained sympathy and anguish.
“This has happened to me, you know,” he said. His breath was hot and sharp with
alcohol; as he wept, you had difficulty inhaling. “I understand. The grief is…
extravagant. Extravagant grief. The caviar of grief.” He burped wetly. He was
probably referring to his wife, years dead, though you didn’t know the exact
circumstances of her departure.
And so you are worried, because your boss is worried. But a Diederick de Wit
restoration is no trivial thing, and if you do it right, you could find yourself back in
his good, boozy graces.
The crate is still resting next to your desk. The painting is big enough, but not so
big that removing it will be terribly difficult on your own. You run your hands over
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the rough pine exterior, then slide the metal dowels from their sheaths on each
corner. As you dig your fingers into the lip of the topmost panel, you hear a sound
from beyond the door. A dragging, shuffling noise. Odd. Nothing like the even
footsteps of the night watchman, Gregory, in his tennis shoes, or the steady
rhythm of him cracking open pistachios. You walk to the door and rest your ear
against its solid face. The sound, whatever it is, gets softer as it moves farther
away.
If you go outside to investigate the sound, turn to page 3.
If you stay in your office to examine the painting, turn to page 5.
—-
Carmen Maria Machado is a fiction writer, critic, and essayist whose work has
appeared or is forthcoming in The New Yorker, The Paris Review, Granta, AGNI,
NPR, Los Angeles Review of Books, VICE, and elsewhere. She was a recipient of
the Richard Yates Short Story Prize in 2011, a finalist for the CINTAS Foundation
Fellowship in 2013, and a Millay Colony for the Arts fellow in 2014. She is a
graduate of the Iowa Writers’ Workshop and the Clarion Science Fiction &




THE ENTIRE THINGS THEY’LL TALK
ABOUT BEFORE WE GET TO UNCLE
TANG [NOW THOMAS]’S LUNAR NEW
YEAR’S EVE PARTY Nº6
Vinh-Paul Ha
Driving to Uncle Tang [now Thomas]’s apartment Granmámá and Mámá’ll always
talk about how Uncle Tang [now Thomas] was born with the funny vibes: funny
vibes not like Oh man, that was funny! but funny vibes like How did you get my
number? kind of funny vibes.  Granmámá’ll say she’s always had her suspicions of
Uncle Tang [now Thomas]’s funny vibes, had her suspicions of him from as far back
as back then when “Granba put the seed in me and and and…” and oh,here she
goes again, so “Uh huh,” I’ll say, because Granmámá’s been telling this story over
and over and over and over over over again every year since Uncle Tang [now
Thomas]’s been holding his Lunar New Year’s Eve Party in his two-bedroom
TOWERING INFERNO APARTMENTS apartment named after that hit movie
from back in the day called The Towering Inferno. And “Uh huh,” I’ll say again
while sitting in the frontseat with Granmámá in the backseat and Mámá’ll be in the
driverseat driving the Special Family Package Edition™ Datsun with the left half of
her face all glowing from the sun that’ll be setting setting setting and still setting
setting setting until finally set by around Five:Thirtyfive to Fiftyfive PM because
those were the times the sun had set between in the past when we’ll reach the
faded green 985-SE freeway sign
         MINUTES
FOURTH STREET/ENTREPRENEUR DISRICT        SIX
MEDICAL PLAZA DISRICT TEN
NINETEENTH AVENUE/APARTMENT HOUSING DISTRICT SEVENTEEN
THE NGOC THAI CENTER FOR TROUBLED ASIAN MEN THIRTYFIVE
meaning I’ll have seventeen minutes to remind Granmámá that I’ve already heard
her story.
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Every year the same thing while driving down the same freeway to the same Lunar
New Year’s Eve Party to the same Uncle Tang [now Thomas] that invites all the
same longtime people he knows, like that acquaintance he’d met from a mutual
friend and only saw at gatherings that that mutual friend had held until eventually
that mutual friend faded away and the acquaintance and Uncle Tang [now
Thomas] became good friends. Such good friends that every year I’ll hear them
reminiscing about Mutual Friend that neither of them talk to, that Uncle Tang
[now Thomas] still invites every year to his Lunar New Year’s Eve Party anyway,
with the hopes that Mutual Friend’ll surprise him and Acquaintance [now Good
Friend] and they all’ll celebrate their reunion by having a drink together and
talking about the old times while laughing…. Except at Lunar New Year’s Eve Party
Nº 1 2 3 4 5 and soon to be Nº6 Acquaintance [now Good Friend]’ll walk up to
Uncle Tang [now Thomas] and say “Looks like another year where Hu-Win”—or
something—I think—I’m never sure because it’s some Mother’sland name that I
don’t know how to pronounce but it “Looks like another year where Hu-Win New-
Win won’t be showing up again….” And then Acquaintance [now Good Friend]’ll
hand Uncle Tang [now Thomas] a plastic cup filled with champagne and they’ll
raise their Plastic JumboDeluXsize Cups™ plastic cups of girly colored champagne
and they’ll toast “To Hu-Win New-Win wherever you are” and then they’ll both
guzzle down their respective Plastic JumboDeluXsize Cups™ plastic cups of Girly
Color Champagne™ and laugh while putting their arms around each other
manstylesidehugging—stumbling over their words—pretending to sing karaoke—
dancing to a bad impression of the classic twist—acting like stereotypes with their
faces all bright red because it’ll be obvious to everyone by this point in the still
young night that they’ve already had a lot to drink.
         MINUTES
FOURTH STREET/ENTREPRENEUR DISRICT SIX
MEDICAL PLAZA DISRICT TEN
NINETEENTH AVENUE/APARTMENT HOUSING DISTRICT SEVENTEEN
THE NGOC THAI CENTER FOR TROUBLED ASIAN MEN THIRTYFIVE
Still seventeen minutes to go on the 985-SE when Granmámá’ll pretend that she
didn’t hear me and’ll motion me to lean my FrontseatRelaxer Combo™ SFPE™
Datsun’s front seat back some more so I’ll be able to hear her better. But I won’t
want to hear her better. I’ll hate having to hear her better because after having to
hear her better it’ll take forever for me to reposition my FrontseatRelaxer




something else like look for quarters in the sidepocket, or look in the glovebox for
a stick of Agatha Lê’s Homemade Tasting! Cantaloupe Pie Gum™ but Granmámá’ll
be all like “Hurry up!” and Lame,I’ll think, and “Really Lame,” I’ll say while looking
down into the leg space at my shoes that are dragging dragging dragging up and
back and front and down and side to side of the FRCSFPE™ Datsun’s UV faded
black rubber mats, fully knowing I’ll be hearing it all over again: Mámá saying,
“Stop doing that, Sweetheart, you’ll ruin the rubber,” and me wondering Is she
talking about my shoes or the Datsun’s? and me thinking about what I wish I
could’ve been doing instead and “Hurry up,” Granmámá’ll say again, “before we
get to your uncle’s house,” Granmámá’ll keep talking. “Didn’t Mámá teach you it’s
rude to ignore people in cars?”
“Sure did, Mámá,” Mámá’ll say. “Don’t know why you’d even ask.”
“Oh, of course you did, Dear,” Granmámá’ll say, “I wasn’t questioning you, Dear.”
“Not saying you were,” Mámá’ll say, turning on the heater. “Wasn’t implying
anything like that.”
And “Oh, crap,” I’ll say. “Oh, crap.”
“What, Honey?” Mámá’ll fake like she didn’t hear me. “I couldn’t hear you over the
sound of the heater.”
And every year it’ll be the sound of the FRCSFPE™ Datsun’s heater.
“I said ‘Oh, crap,’” I’ll say.
“Manners, Darling,” Mámá’ll say while turning the heater up to one level under full
blast, making the inside of the FRCSFPE™ Datsun din with the rumbling of a
broken heater’s clatter.
But just as the heater is starting to find its regular clatter I’ll hear, “The day your
Granba died from that burst appendix, your uncle wouldn’t stop kicking,” coming
from Granmámá’s mouth. Granmámá clattering on about how she thought “Tang
[now Thomas] was going to kick right on through and out of me, like in that Sig
Weaver movie. You know, the one where one of her shipmates—or is it called
spacemates?—the one where this guy—what’s his name, what’s his name?—I can’t
remember his name, but the one where that guy has an alien phewwwwwwwww
right out of his belly,” Granmámá’ll say, over the clatter that’ll be blowing out
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almost tepid heat from the only two working vents: the two middle vents of the
FRCSFPE™ Datsun’s heater. I’ll then see Granmámá in the passenger sidemirror
covering her mouth with both of her dry hands, I’ll see her eyes go wide and round
with faked terror, I’ll see Granmámá rolling her wide and round faked-terrored
eyes down and up and around the interior of the FRCSFPE™ Datsun, rolling her
wide and round faked-terrored eyes all about the Authentic FabricLined Interior™
of the FRCSFPE™ Datsun in every kind of sideways direction until, like perfect
timing, the clattering of the AFLIFRCSFPE™ Datsun’s heater stops clattering and
starts humming, like somehow Granmámá’s Every Kind of Sideways Direction™
staring has made it happen, and “Holy Mother’smother’s Spirit, Dears, I thought
that Tang [now Thomas] was going to zing right on out of me just like one of those
ugly aliens, too,” Granmámá’ll then say, making a loud blowing noise with her
mouth while her hands and fingers’ll come exploding out, wiggling out in Every
Kind of Sideways Direction™ towards my face to pinch my cheeks and twist my
ears and tousle my hair. And Oh, really? I’ll think, and Oh, really?” I’ll say, and
“Stop, Granmámá. I’m a man now.”
And Granmámá’ll quickly pull all the way back, back into her backseat. “You’re no
man,” she’ll say. “Just because you’re old enough to get pubic bugs doesn’t mean
you’re a man,” she’ll say. “And of course not. Of course he didn’t Alien out,”
Granmámá’ll say. “But still it was very painful, all that kicking.”
“Facts of life, Mámá,” Mámá’ll say.
“Oh, please, not the facts of life,” I’ll say.
“Facts of what now?” Granmámá’ll say.
“Life,” Mámá’ll say.
And the heating’s clattering’ll start up again.
“You know, I think a part of your uncle died that day with Gandba because
because because”—and the heating’s clatter’ll get more steady, more loud
—“really, Dear, can you just turn off that cold air you’re pretending is heat already?
All that clattering. I can’t hear a thing I’m saying.” But Mámá won’t turn the down
the heating clatter. “Because who was going to teach Tang [now Thomas] how to
be a man now?” Granmámá’ll continue on anyway, making the sign of the Holiest
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FOURTH STREET/ENTREPRENEUR DISRICT FIVE
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THE NGOC THAI CENTER FOR TROUBLED ASIAN MEN THIRTYFOUR
And then Mámá’ll say, “And back then, when your uncle was still in high school—”
“Turn down the heater, Dear, I can’t hear you from back here,” Granmámá’ll say
again.
“Like his sophomore year, I think”—Mámá’ll say, in a voice one octave lower,
maintaining the speed of the heating’s clatter—“when his funny vibes were still
maturing. As in he wasn’t full-blown funny yet, but still funny enough.”
“What’s your Mámá talking about?” Granmámá’ll ask me.
“About the facts of life,” I’ll say.
Mámá’ll lie: “I’m talking about the time you picked up the Ten-Channel Cordless
and—”
“Yes, that cordless. I haggled that down from $Ten.00 to $Seven.00 from Mister
Lê’s yard sale you know,” Granmámá’ll say to me.
And “Uh huh,” I’ll say.
“Because Mister Lê had apparently just won big money through some big
sweepstakes company that this famous Pailie—the one with really white hair that
does that talent show on TV called Star somethingsomething…something…
whatever—came right up to Mister Lê’s doorstep and presented him with an
oversized check made of FlexiPlex Glass™ and said, ‘Congratulations, you’ve just
won the—’”
“The Publisher’s Clearinghouse Sweepstakes!” Mámá’ll say.
“That’s right. Yes. ‘Congratulations, you’ve just won the Publisher’s Clearinghouse
Sweepstakes,’” Granmámá’ll say. “Thanks for ruining my climax for Dear, Dear.”
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“It’s okay,” I’ll say. “I know,” I’ll say. “I already knew.”
“And Mister Lê said on TV when Linda Lê from Channel:EightyOne LiveNews™
came from the local news to ask him what he was going to do with his winnings.
And he said—Dear, you won’t believe what he said.”
“Get the heck out of this Northie infested dump,” I’ll say.
“Right,” my Mámá’ll say. “So right. And your Granmámá and uncle and I all laughed
because our family—”
“Aren’t Northies. Aren’t from the North. And if there was anything Mister Lê
hated more than being poor were those kung pao-, gimbap-, and sushi-eating
Northies,” I’ll say. “Yeah, I know. I know. I’ve heard this story before you know.”
“Yeah? Well then why don’t you tell it to us Mister Smarty Pants?” Mámá’ll say.
I’ll say: “‘Then your Granmámá said Mister Lê always said funny stuff like that
because Mister Lê was born with the Oh man, that was funny! kind of funny vibes.
 ‘That man was a born comedian,’ your Granmámá says while licking her lips and
staring off like she just had a vision of eating a slice of Agatha Lê’s Homemade
Tasting!Cantaloupe Pie™.’”
“Nobody likes a know-it-all,” Mámá’ll say. And the heating clatter’ll get louder but
Mámá’ll insist on talking over the clatter: “But before the camera could cutaway
from the smile on Mister Lê’s face, Mister Lê announced he’d be holding a yard
sale to sell off all his oppressions—whatever that meant—‘So come on by. All of
you. Even you Northie leeches!’” And Mámá’ll look over at me from the Exclusive
Driverside MemoryFoamseats™ of the AFLIFRCSFPE™ Datsun and ask me “Did
you remember that part? I bet you didn’t remember that part.”
I’ll say: “‘And at that yard sale Granmámá said she’d picked up other good finds,
but the Ten-Channel Cordless was definitely the best find.  Practically brand
new.’”
“Don’t be so eager, Sweetie. It’s not attractive for a young man,” Mámá’ll say.
“Facts of life,” Granmámá’ll say. “Facts of life.”




“No, Dear,” Granmámá’ll say, “just reminiscing back here.”
“About the Facts of—”
“No, Dear, just simply reminiscing back here.”
And Mámá’ll look at me with her eyebrows all slanted and her lips all protruding
and her nostrils all flaring—i.e., her thinking/angry/“yeah right, I know what I
heard” face—like she’s about to say something. But she won’t. Instead she’ll
pretend she didn’t hear Granmámá, and she’ll go on to say, “And a few days later
after getting that practically brand new Ten-Channel Cordless, Granmámá picked
it up to make a call but heard that someone was already on the a phone. She heard
a girl’s voice that she knew wasn’t me,” Mámá’ll say. “Because if you remember,
Mámá was taking a business class at AUGUST LÊ’S BETTER THAN A+ LEARNING
SERVICES—”
“I studied there, too,” Granmámá’ll say. “Way way back when, when August Lê was
still handsome. And not in the Entreprenuer District. That’s why my English is so
perfect.”
“Yeah, uh-huh, that’s nice, Mámá,” Mámá’ll say, “But it’s not about you right now.
Because if you remember, I was taking a business class at AUGUST LÊ’S BETTER
THAN A+ LEARNING SERVICES and_____.”
And silence. Except for the sounds coming from the heater’s heating clatter.
“SERVICES and _____,” Mámá’ll say once more and wait. And _____,” Mámá’ll say
again because Granmámá and I’ll still not say anything. “SERVICES and _____,”
Mámá’ll say for a third time because apparently every year around this time she
has nothing else better to do. And again Granmámá and I’ll still not say anything
because both of us’ll still have something else better to do. “SERVICES and _____,”
Mámá’ll say for the fourth time because apparently at this point it’s no longer
about the “Services and _____.”
And “Ughhhh,” I’ll ugh, but my ugh’ll not be ugh enough to stop her.
“SERVICES. And. SERVICES and ______________________________________.”
“Oh for Holy Sprit’s sake,” Granmama’ll finally say to me. “put that clattering
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woman’s needs to an end already, Dear. Put the dog out of her misery, Dear.”
“Oh for Sprits’ sake,” I’ll say again this year.
“SERVICES and _____.”
“‘…SERVICES and had been taking that business class at AUGUST LÊ’S BETTER
THAN A+ LEARNING SERVICES ever since having had that vision way back some
nights ago of becoming the best lioness statues emporium owner in the nation.
And now am,’” I’ll finally say.
And “Awww…. Well, I don’t if I’m the best,” Mámá’ll say. “Oh, but thanks, Love.
That really makes me feel good inside.”
         MINUTES
FOURTH STREET/ENTREPRENEUR DISRICT THREE
MEDICAL PLAZA DISRICT SEVEN
NINETEENTH AVENUE/APARTMENT HOUSING DISTRICT FOURTEEN
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“Then Granmámá heard the young girl’s voice say, ‘I’ll call 9-1-1 on you if you try
calling me again. Comprende, Tang [now Thomas]?’” Mámá’ll say. “But your
Granmámá…well, she didn’t know what comprende meant, but she sure knew
what 9-1-1 meant. Don’t you Mámá?” Mámá’ll say over the clatter. “9-1-1?”
“After hearing 9-1-1 and Tang [now Thomas]’s voice I said, ‘Oh. Oh, dear…’”
Granmámá’ll then pantomime herself covering the then practically brand new
Ten-Channel Cordless with Built-In Answering Tape™ with her fingers, all
dramatic-like like an episode of Santa Barbara. “I don’t know if your uncle Tang
[now Thomas] had heard me or not, but the phone clicked off abruptly, and I knew
since that day that your uncle Tang [now Thomas] was cursed with the funny
vibes.”
“And then who’ll carry on the Lê name?” I’ll hear Mámá or Granmámá say as we
pass a 985-SE billboard advertisement for Da? Da? Da? DA-EW?
ĐIEU LÊ’S® HOME FOR THE ADDICTED




Located in the <3 of Medical Plaza District
and upon seeing the billboard Mama’ll make the sign of the Holy Spirit and
mumble something in Mother’sland tongue that sounds like a bunch of gluck ulck
uluck glucking mixing with the heater’s clattering, almost but not quite drowning
out Granmámá’s voice that’ll be saying, “Your Granba would’ve died in vain, then.
So I did the only thing reasonable….”
“Sent him back to Mother’sland,” Mámá’ll say, done glucking to herself now that
we’ve passed the billboard. “And after Tang [now Thomas] graduated from high
school she—”
“I’m capable of telling the story, Dear,” Granmámá’ll say.
“What’s that? Can’t hear you back there over the heat,” Mámá’ll say.
“I said, ‘I’m capable of telling the story, Dear,’” Granmámá’ll say louder.
“What?” Mámá’ll say.
“Oh, nevermind. Where was I?” Granmámá’ll say. “What else was I supposed to
do? Keep a funny son single? What about having grandchildren? What about the
grandchildren? Oh, wait”—Granmámá’ll then lean forward and give one of my
shoulders a really lazy massage. Then stop—“I don’t mean you, Dear. You’re fine.
You came from your—well, at least your mom doesn’t have the funny—hmmm.…”
Granmámá’ll pretend to whisper at this point, “Well, at least she’s functional,”
she’ll say, giving me a wink while massaging one of my shoulders again all lazily
until I tell her I’ve had enough.
And Mámá, upon hearing Granmámá, will turn the heating clatter down one level.
“Thanks. I think you’re ‘functional,’ too,” Mámá’ll say, putting air quotes around
the word functional. Using whichever hand she won’t be steering with when she
says it.
“Can’t hear you, Dear,” Granmámá’ll say, “Your heaters to loud, Dear.”
And “Facts of life,” Mámá’ll say, turning the heater back up to its usual clattering
self. “Your uncle didn’t speak much of Mother’sland’s tongue like your Granmámá
and me,” Mámá’ll take over. “So he had to learn it once he got there. Couldn’t go to
college there if he couldn’t speak the tongue, you know. I mean, what would be the
16
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point if he couldn’t—”
“So I had him stay with my sister,” Granmámá’ll say. “Because my sister still lives in
Mother’sland.”
“It’s because she didn’t make it to the planes on time when Mother’sland fell to the
Comrades,” Mámá’ll say. “When the U.S. was still evacuating the people from the
devastation caused by the Great Fall to the Comrades, you see.”
“My sister never was good at planning ahead,” Granmámá’ll say. “Sometimes I
wonder if she was born funny, too.”
“Can’t really plan ahead for something like that, Mámá,” Mámá’ll say, shaking her
head, rolling her eyes in big circles at me like I care.
“I don’t care,” I’ll say this year.
“And Tang [now Thomas] picked up the tongue so fast when he got there,” Mámá’ll
say. “He learned the tongue in one, two, three—”
“Eight months, Dear.”
“Wow!” Mámá’ll say. “Just eight months?”
“Yes, Dear. It was amazing. Amazing.”
“Certainly amazing,” Mámá’ll say under her breath. “Certainly amazing!”
And I’ll look in the passenger sidemirror and I’ll see the countenance of
Granmámá’s face and it’ll be one of the “not amused” varieties.
“And my sister had this friend. And her friend had a daughter that was around
Tang [now Thomas]’s age. Sweet girl. But a bit funny, too,” Granmámá’ll say.
“She couldn’t stop blurting out dirty things randomly, Love,” Mámá’ll say. “It was
all very inappropriate things, too. Things like—”
“Oh don’t, Dear. Just Don’t.”




the stuff that that girl said.”
“Just don’t, Dear.”
“What would happen was she would say not so polite things about what happens
when two people show each other their down theres,” Mámá’ll whisper. “Not
polite things at all.”
“And I said ‘No Way,’ to my sister,” Granmámá’ll say. “Even Tang [now Thomas]
can do better.” Granmámá’ll then go quiet like she just had a vision of Holy Spirit
and I’ll see her again in the passenger sidemirror: crossing her arms over her chest
and staring out onto the other lanes, to the tailgating Datsuns on the 985-SE
freeway from our EDMFAFLIFRCSFPE™ Datsun’s backseat Childproof FlexiPlex
Glass™ Window™, all those other Datsuns on their way to their own Lunar New
Year’s Eve parties.
         MINUTES
MEDICAL PLAZA DISRICT FOUR
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“But who was I kidding,” Granmámá’ll say, breathing the same sigh she breathes
out every year. “My sister was right. Didn’t matter what form the funny came in
because as long as you were funny you were cursed. And cursed is cursed. So I
asked my sister if she was at least a pretty woman. ‘But she has the funny vibes,’
my sister said. ‘Does it really matter?’ And my sister was right again. It didn’t really
matter. Because funny was funny. Funny with funny. Funny loving funny,”
Granmámá’ll say. “I mean, what if we couldn’t find another girl with funny vibes to
marry him? What then? I certainly didn’t like that idea.” Granmámá’ll then make
the sign of the Holiest Spirit again, but this time without saying Granba’s name. “I
say, always better to live with someone than die with no one like your Mámá. Isn’t
that right, Dear? Always making bad choices in life?”
“Nothing wrong with being a single business woman,” Mámá’ll say.
“Wrong, Dear. Completely wrong.”
“Getting cold in here isn’t it? I think I’m going to turn the heat up some more,”
Mámá’ll say, trying to turn up the already fully-turned knob of the already full-
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blasting heater.
“What about that boy that’s obsessed with you? What about Vinh-Paul [now
Vinh]?” Granmámá’ll say. “He’s still calling me you know, every other day, leaving
all sorts of messages on my answering tape for you, asking to speak with you.
Practically fills up my tape so fast I don’t have enough room for my friends on the
machine when they call.”
“Then why don’t you just answer that old cordless you still call a phone?” Mámá’ll
say.
“Don’t change the subject, Dear. I don’t think so, Dear. It’s not like I’m in the mood
to talk to anyone anyway. It’s just nice to know who’s called and calling. You know,
I hear Vinh-Paul [now Vinh] has stock options.”
“I don’t think so,” Mámá’ll say. “He’s the same age as—is he one of your friends,
Sweetie? I think he’s calling Granmámá number for you. Is he calling for you?”
“Whatever I said last year,” I’ll say this year.
“No, he’s calling for you, Dear,” Granmámá’ll say. “And age is only a number, Dear.
I had to tell the same thing to Tang [now Thomas] after he called from
Mother’sland complaining about the funny girl being too old.
‘Too old?’ I said.
‘Too old. Too dark. To much. And you should see that nest on top of her head she
calls hair,’ Tang [now Thomas] said. ‘It’s so black. All that black hair. Black black
black black black—’ and Tang [now Thomas] would just go on and on about that
hair. And ‘Holy Spirit,’ I said. ‘What’s in that Mother’sland water that’s made your
funniness even worse?’” Granmámá’ll say. “So I had to do the only sensible thing
and make sure he just married the girl before even she thought he was too funny
for her. Could you imagine? Her thinking my Tang [now Thomas] was too funny for
her?Since when did people with the funnies even think they had the right to judge
someone anyway? And and and and and and—”
And the heater’ll still be making the same steady loud clatter and “What’s going on





“It’s your heater, Dear,” Granmámá’ll say. “I’m glad you finally hear it. I’ve been
asking you turn that thing off since we left the house.”
“That’s not it,” Mámá’ll say. “It sounds more like like like an old woman’s rambling,”
Mámá’ll say, laughing, looking at me. “Better get your head checked, Granmámá,”
Mámá’ll say, laughing some more, winking at me like she just said something
funny. “I think you’re getting the symptoms.”
“Symptoms? What symptoms, Dear? What are you talking about, Dear? No one
likes it when you start acting funny, Dear. It’s rude to your brother,” Granmámá’ll
say.
And Mámá’ll give her thinking/angry/“yeah right, I know what I heard” face again,
except this time she’ll say something. She’ll look in the
CFPGWEDMFAFLIFRCSFPE™ Datsun’s rearview mirror for the first time since
leaving the house. She’ll look directly at Granmámá sitting in the backseat, and
say, “No Granmámá
“Listen Granmámá
“You’re making no sense Granmámá
“No one cares Granmámá




“Just just just just stop, Dear,” Granmámá’ll say. “You’re giving me a headache with
all of your funny clatter. You’re making me feel so old with all your funny clatter.”
“Facts of life, Granmámá,” Mámá’ll say. And then, then, oh, here it comes: all over
again out of nowhere like some repressed memory that only comes out once every
year during our drive to Uncle Tang [now Thomas]’s Lunar New Year’s Eve Party.
“Like that TV show you didn’t let me watch because you were afraid I’d turn out
like that girl Jo-what’s-her-face.”
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“I think you’re getting a chill, Dear. I’m telling you, you should turn off that cold
blasting heater.”
“Facts of life, Granmámá,” Mámá’ll say.
“Why do you keep saying that, Dear? I really can’t hear what you’re saying, Dear.”
“Facts. Of. Life. Facts of Life Facts of Life Facts of Life Facts of Life.”
“Hmmm…facts of? facts of? facts of? facts of ohhh…. Are you still going on about
that? Let it go, Dear. She wasn’t normal. How would I have looked if I’d let my
daughter watch a show about a girl with linear preferences? It’s not like I really
had a choice in the matter. Her name was Joe, for Spirits’ sake. Joe.”
“Jo not Joe. Jo like short for Joanne Joan Joanna Joana Johanna Jo. Not Joe and
not a girl with linear preferences.”
“She had a mullet and rode a motorcycle, Dear. I’ve done my research. They hold
parades for that sort of thing every year. Are those the kinds of people you
wanted to be associated with growing up? To be be be be—”
“Unique! Her own woman!”
“Sure, Dear. Sure. Unique is a nice word for it. Well aren’t you glad I saved you
from being Unique, then? Saved you from—oh, wait…. Oh, dear…. Unless you are
trying to tell me you’re Unique. Dear, is your Mámá trying to tell me she’s Unique?
Dear, are you Unique? Dears, are either of you Unique?”
“Please don’t involve me in this.”
“Not what we’re talking about, Granmámá,” Mámá’ll say. “Never at all what we’re
talking about.”
“Why are you both getting so emotional? It isn’t? Then what are we talking about?
Oh, can’t we all just have a regular conversation without you two getting all
emotional for once? It’s Lunar New Year’s Eve for Spirits’ sake.” But Mámá won’t
say anything more and I won’t care enough to say anything at all and Granmámá’ll





“But who was I kidding,” Granmámá’ll say, breathing the same sigh she breathes
out every year. “My sister was right. Didn’t matter what form the funny came in
because as long as you were funny you were cursed. And cursed is cursed. So I
asked my sister if she was at least a pretty woman. ‘But she has the funny vibes,’
my sister said. ‘Does it really matter?’ And my sister was right again. It didn’t really
matter. Because funny was funny. Funny with funny. Funny loving funny,”
Granmámá’ll say. “I mean, what if we couldn’t find another girl with funny vibes to
marry him? What then? I certainly didn’t like that idea.” Granmámá’ll then make
the sign of the Holiest Spirit again, but this time without saying Granba’s name. “I
say, always better to live with someone than die with no one like your Mámá. Isn’t
that right, Dear? Always making bad choices in life?”
“Nothing wrong with being a single business woman,” Mámá’ll say.
“Wrong, Dear. Completely wrong.”
“Getting cold in here isn’t it? I think I’m going to turn the heat up some more,”
Mámá’ll say, trying to turn up the already fully-turned knob of the already full-
blasting heater.
“What about that boy that’s obsessed with you? What about Vinh-Paul [now
Vinh]?” Granmámá’ll say. “He’s still calling me you know, every other day, leaving
all sorts of messages on my answering tape for you, asking to speak with you.
Practically fills up my tape so fast I don’t have enough room for my friends on the
machine when they call.”
“Then why don’t you just answer that old cordless you still call a phone?” Mámá’ll
say.
“Don’t change the subject, Dear. I don’t think so, Dear. It’s not like I’m in the mood
to talk to anyone anyway. It’s just nice to know who’s called and calling. You know,
I hear Vinh-Paul [now Vinh] has stock options.”
“I don’t think so,” Mámá’ll say. “He’s the same age as—is he one of your friends,
Sweetie? I think he’s calling Granmámá number for you. Is he calling for you?”
“Whatever I said last year,” I’ll say this year.
“No, he’s calling for you, Dear,” Granmámá’ll say. “And age is only a number, Dear.
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I had to tell the same thing to Tang [now Thomas] after he called from
Mother’sland complaining about the funny girl being too old.
‘Too old?’ I said.
‘Too old. Too dark. Too much. And you should see that nest on top of her head she
calls hair,’ Tang [now Thomas] said. ‘It’s so black. All that black hair. Black black
black black black—’ and Tang [now Thomas] would just go on and on about that
hair. And ‘Holy Spirit,’ I said. ‘What’s in that Mother’sland water that’s made your
funniness even worse?’” Granmámá’ll say. “So I had to do the only sensible thing
and make sure he just married the girl before even she thought he was too funny
for her. Could you imagine? Her thinking my Tang [now Thomas] was too funny for
her?Since when did people with the funnies even think they had the right to judge
someone anyway? And and and and and and—”
And the heater’ll still be making the same steady loud clatter and “What’s going on
back there?” Mámá’ll say over the heating clatter. “What’s all that noise back
there?”
“It’s your heater, Dear,” Granmámá’ll say. “I’m glad you finally hear it. I’ve been
asking you turn that thing off since we left the house.”
“That’s not it,” Mámá’ll say. “It sounds more like like like an old woman’s rambling,”
Mámá’ll say, laughing, looking at me. “Better get your head checked, Granmámá,”
Mámá’ll say, laughing some more, winking at me like she just said something
funny. “I think you’re getting the symptoms.”
“Symptoms? What symptoms, Dear? What are you talking about, Dear? No one
likes it when you start acting funny, Dear. It’s rude to your brother,” Granmámá’ll
say.
And Mámá’ll give her thinking/angry/“yeah right, I know what I heard” face again,
except this time she’ll say something. She’ll look in the
CFPGWEDMFAFLIFRCSFPE™ Datsun’s rearview mirror for the first time since
leaving the house. She’ll look directly at Granmámá sitting in the backseat, and
say, “No Granmámá
“Listen Granmámá




“No one cares Granmámá




“Just just just just stop, Dear,” Granmámá’ll say. “You’re giving me a headache with
all of your funny clatter. You’re making me feel so old with all your funny clatter.”
“Facts of life, Granmámá,” Mámá’ll say. And then, then, oh, here it comes: all over
again out of nowhere like some repressed memory that only comes out once every
year during our drive to Uncle Tang [now Thomas]’s Lunar New Year’s Eve Party.
“Like that TV show you didn’t let me watch because you were afraid I’d turn out
like that girl Jo-what’s-her-face.”
“I think you’re getting a chill, Dear. I’m telling you, you should turn off that cold
blasting heater.”
“Facts of life, Granmámá,” Mámá’ll say.
“Why do you keep saying that, Dear? I really can’t hear what you’re saying, Dear.”
“Facts. Of. Life. Facts of Life Facts of Life Facts of Life Facts of Life.”
“Hmmm…facts of? facts of? facts of? facts of ohhh…. Are you still going on about
that? Let it go, Dear. She wasn’t normal. How would I have looked if I’d let my
daughter watch a show about a girl with linear preferences? It’s not like I really
had a choice in the matter. Her name was Joe, for Spirits’ sake. Joe.”
“Jo not Joe. Jo like short for Joanne Joan Joanna Joana Johanna Jo. Not Joe and
not a girl with linear preferences.”
“She had a mullet and rode a motorcycle, Dear. I’ve done my research. They hold
parades for that sort of thing every year. Are those the kinds of people you
wanted to be associated with growing up? To be be be be—”
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“Unique! Her own woman!”
“Sure, Dear. Sure. Unique is a nice word for it. Well aren’t you glad I saved you
from being Unique, then? Saved you from—oh, wait…. Oh, dear…. Unless you are
trying to tell me you’re Unique. Dear, is your Mámá trying to tell me she’s Unique?
Dear, are you Unique? Dears, are either of you Unique?”
“Please don’t involve me in this.”
“Not what we’re talking about, Granmámá,” Mámá’ll say. “Never at all what we’re
talking about.”
“Why are you both getting so emotional? It isn’t? Then what are we talking about?
Oh, can’t we all just have a regular conversation without you two getting all
emotional for once? It’s Lunar New Year’s Eve for Spirits’ sake.” But Mámá won’t
say anything more and I won’t care enough to say anything at all and Granmámá’ll
huff “Gluck uluck uluck gluck gluck” and I won’t know what she’s saying so I’ll look
out the window
         MINUTES
NINETEENTH AVENUE/APARTMENT HOUSING DISTRICT ELEVEN
THE NGOC THAI CENTER FOR TROUBLED ASIAN MEN TWENTYNINE
and I’ll think about that funny girl that Uncle Tang [now Thomas] was supposed to 
marry but never did and about whether Mister Lê still has money left over from 
winning the Publisher’s Clearinghouse Sweekstakes and about Uncle Tang [now 
Thomas] again and about Granmámá and Mámá again and “I think I’m getting a bit 
cold back here, “Granmámá’ll say. “Dear, do you mind turning the heater up?” But 
Mámá will not turn the heater up but she will turn the heater off and all of the 
clattering will stop.
—-
Vinh-Paul Ha still doesn’t know if he should go by Vinh-Paul, Vinh Paul, Vinhpaul, 







You are what I had instead of loss. Now on to the breathtaking new. Watching my 
mother’s ghost pass through my fingers is how I learned fingers. And so on. I’m sad 
now. Let’s pass it through. The new. When you entered the bus, a lake knew how 
to leak. You’d pass through air until violet moves to aria. Your eyes, a light called 
forest. Love, I’ll lead forever. Listen to what moves. A field in France is lit on fire by 
a field. Aria spins the stomach. You set the needle. Sang my throat to a 
gramophone. Lift the music off the chest of death. I wear her breath and breasts. 
My mother started this world a shotgun loaded with bullets of blackbirds. 
Someone cut the telephone lines and quiet flew and flew. Her slow dance from 
cane to walker to wheelchair was not slow. Like snow, I am dizzy with it. A 
performance someone had to applaud. The hands of a four year old make a quiet 
shop of music. A hospital bed blooms around the abandoned factory of arms and 
legs. I’m lost inside each room, calling down the dank hall of bone. I’ve found my 
own hello and echo is beautiful. An only child curls around a mother’s hand that 
cannot curl. There is practically a sunset through the skin. I almost know what 
light is. You want to know what’s incomplete. I spend my time thinking about what 
the rest of you feel. You are a lake you are so lovely. Press me up against July into 
July. Like this. Right here. There is where the meat of me breaks to a New York 
City that knows how to levitate. Love knows exactly where sadness ends and aria 
begins. Be a boat. Gather me like I’m lost to the winter of you. My explosions are 
not explosions. I know how to do this more than loss knows what to do with rain. 
I’m trying to tell you that I believe in a good cathedral. It feels like there’s a 
presence here. You’re right there. It’s you.
—-
Leigh Phillips is an Assistant Professor of English at Hostos Community College 
with the City University of New York. Her work has appeared in Rhino, So to
Speak: A Feminist Journal of Language and Art, and A Face to Meet the Faces: An 
Anthology of Contemporary Persona Poetry, edited by Stacey Lynn Brown and 
Oliver de la Paz. She is currently writing an epistolary novel in verse, Leaving
Flagstaff, a project generously funded by a grant from the City University of New 
York Research Foundation.
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the sheep, but no blood
flows from it; city paper
-thin animation
heartbeat inflating
behind your forehead; softer
guiltier wealthy
a nail-bomb in his
belly, keening, both womb and
bathtub, jellyfish;
pale light of autumn
until it can’t remember
evening; pseudonym,
a short note to say
we’ll raise the child; videogame
installation piece,




K-9 cop, sexy insane
veterinarian,
sweat gland upgraded
to venom sack; this is the
hospital, altar,
through the sunlight to
the night sky behind it; hi
-def prescription
hiroshima, bon
-jour; aerosol preen, palate
of eight white trumpets,
eros with a sharp




red, white, gray, or grains,
hive freshly tilled; in
utero, in situ, too
high and on youtube,
lacquered goldfish; the
sequence of nudity of
a falling asleep
sharp as sugar to
your lungs; signed hymnal, sculpture,
marble labia,
frame rate; seated
at the kiss, tongue still in the
dream; time management
from <INSERT COIN>
So you want to be a hero?
Nobody’s really a hero anymore, so you turn on the projector and load up
Billionaire Hunter. The title screen ghosts up from your blank apartment wall, and
then replaces itself with a gorgeously rendered view from inside a multi-story,
stucco-with-mahogany-trim penthouse. The park below prostrates itself under
the summer sun and you as you move your character near the window, and after
you press (x) to grin, you’re allowed to walk to the closet.
Inside the closet are rows upon rows of the finest and rarest clothes and
accessories. Limited-edition Kanye West “Red October” Nikes. Napolean’s
blinged-out general’s uniform. Three dozen pelts from extinct great beasts.
Spider-silk boxer-briefs. A Rolex inlaid with meteorite. Martin Luther King’s
understated necktie. Tutankhamen’s skirt and Hatshepsut’s headdress.
You hit (x) a few more times and your man walks over to the elevator. In the
lobby, your secretary is waiting. “Good morning, sir,” he says, inclining. “I have
selected some weather-appropriate weapons.” You grab the katana, and equip the
Uzi in your left hand. A little zero appears in the upper-right corner of the screen
as you walk out the double doors into the sun and the writhing mass of tourists,
merchants, beggers, citizens.
You pause to savor your blank score, the yet-unstained sidewalks, the deeply
rendered skies.
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from <INSERT COIN>
So you want to be a hero?
Everyone can be a hero nowadays, so you turn on the projector and load up 
Billionaire Hunter. The title screen tightens its fist on the white wall of your 
apartment; soon, tall oak double doors loom out from within it. The left one opens, 
and the butler looks you up and down, and nods. “Well, you look heavily armed 
enough.” The camera pans down to show an assault rifle crossed against your 
chest. “I’m not sure where he is at the moment, but I suppose you’ll want to get 
started.” You press (x) to agree, yes, you do want to get started, and the butler 
steps aside.
Each mansion is unique, and reflective of the character of its owner. Some are 
nearly ancient; irregularly segmented husks of stained wood, brass, stone, rooms 
that had lost their function a century ago. Some are opulent; glitzed up, blinged 
out, or simply long-steeped in gilt; chandeliers twinkling with thousands of 
crystals each, entertainment systems rare as legend, swimming pools, decorative 
pools, koi ponds. There are mansions of every decadence or tastefulness; 
mansions with hand-wrought door-locks, others with almost prescient security 
systems. But the common truth between them all is they don’t end until the owner 
is dead.
The game is ruled by algorithms that procedurally generate every facet of the 
experience, and as you and others play the game, server farms as large as nations 
monitor how your eye lingers just a second longer on the tear-streaked wood of 
the nightstand; how you pause in the summer dining room, sunset blooming 
through the wall-to-wall windowpanes and onto the milk-white carpet; how you 
gasp at the arrangement of life in the thirty-fourth garden: an ocelot chained to an 
Amazonian flower tree, butterflies thought long-extinct, vines grown into complex 
mandalas. By learning what makes you linger, pause, gasp, programs on the 
servers mine new combinations of beauty.
—-
Donald Dunbar lives in Portland, Oregon, where he helps run If Not For Kidnap 
and edits poetry for draft: The Journal of Process. His book Eyelid Lick won the 
2012 Fence Modern Poets Series prize, and a chapbook, Slow Motion German 







The horizon was a diary of the casual, the birds
were articulations where none were needed,
and raced the mechanic’s wife by morning
light to kill the general practitioner neither now loved,
lashed together by wounds, the earth beneath their feet
trying to fall out from under them so as to spare
their sorrow, which was an animal. A person is
most lovely the moment after death before
decomposition sets in; a person is most interesting
the moment before death when dying
is no longer an option. There were questions.
The proletariat, for example, wanted to know
if your hand has the power to raise
minimum wage; the crossing guard wondered
about her job security; the beautician suggested
moisturizers; and dictators everywhere dreamed
up ways of bending it to their purposes. Things
got out of hand, and so the Fourth Dimension
was dismantled by The Board of Education,
half-dead to what happened, but even when alive
they merely stared at the ground. It was
no small wonder that scotch tape was unable
to hold the earth’s core together, yet it kept
residential districts intact, each of them free-floating
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like islands and suburban as the devil worshipers
and illegal immigrants who erected them, marveling
afterwards at the decent-sized life-cubbies they created
via the perfect amount of slacking-off, which they
then fortified with paperwork and red tape.
They rejected the notion that existence would ever be
like a captive feline lapping at saucered milk.
They ensured that everyone had a taste for the bleak,
eschewing unnecessary meetings, ice cream,
and the smiles of toddlers. In that moment I forgot
I was lukewarm, and entered newfangled lukewarmity.
When the world was destroyed, no tools were used
save a colorless object slightly smaller than a quark,
and men watched from Laz-Y-Boys, dogs at their feet,
embezzling six packs of Bud Heavy. Remove the night
from my vision: let me eat its undergarments
until it is naked and invisible. Even wind and buffets
scare me. Speaking scares me. Especially buffets.
What I want is rarity, to be sent the diamond-eyes
of some long-dead Big Fuss or a charm of finches,
or the original mint of those traffic signs used
to demonstrate how wagons flowed in the Old West.
People wandered, but not aimlessly because aimless
was not permitted. From the suggestion box, nothing
was more typical than the personification of rare
meat, dramatized with exclamation points. Happiness,
turns out, was actually a mythical beast that moved
with uneasy rhythms when spooked or startled
or observing its Sunday obligation. They cured it




ahead and makes an 8:00 PM reservation, I detached
myself from the infrastructure of that world, solder
weeping from me like tears of a boy who learns his father
died in a coal shaft. And yet even though I’m content,
I’d change places with a single-celled organism
if given the chance, because I prefer water
in all of its hijinks. Because of its texture. I feel it
at the tips of my heart, like palming a calm
Aegean without thinking of my retirement plan.
THEOLOGIANS AS ENDANGERED SPECIES
Then sometimes I find myself guzzling kerosene
to cure a snakebite when, in fact, I am not snake
-bitten or -worthy, but yearning for the act of sweating
it out in bed, delirium and a preponderance
of Kleenexes my sole possessions. Yesterday,
the mercury dipped below its usual levels.
Which is to say this beauty seems most frivolous
now that beauty no longer matters, has been
exposed as a placeholder for an erstwhile
we can’t quite remember, a feeling of a lack
of feeling nostalgic. I’m aware of two pains to be suffered
or spared in the afterlife: that of fire and that of losing
heaven, the second of which I can casually dismiss
as a field trip to the zoo. But oh those zebras.
Zebras. A boy who was obese focused
everything on not sweating. I can almost
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feel the pains to which he went in order to glide
and layer the antiperspirant on the hard-to-reach
places. Our tendency to injure ourselves en route
to perfection is the cause of all grief. I can’t
imagine how the coroner explained to his mother
that he drowned himself in an odorless sweat.
Odorless because the reek comes from bacteria
on the skin. In case of emergency, keep the golden
brooches out of reach and away from the eyes—
an idea I endorse reluctantly, but reluctantly endorse
nonetheless.
—-
John Fenlon Hogan lives in Virginia and works in commercial real estate. His
poems are forthcoming in Boston Review, The Cincinnati Review, The Minnesota






I WANT TO STUDY YOUR IMAGINATION IN BETTER LIGHT
I don’t know how to regret other people’s birthdays mechanically.
I haven’t yet learned how to rescue the sky from its gray belongings.
I lost all of my marketable skills in a war I never fought.
This morning I watched a sparrow blink repeatedly
and I thought about inventing a new kind of mystery for you.
It would be a mystery of astrological feelings and small kind words with many
arms.
It would be shaped like a small gift of infinite desire or fractured peace.
The biggest religion is made of blue space and wildly imaginative stories about
luck.
Someday I would like to build a train station filled with taller versions of you.
The location of suspicion in the human body is just above the neck,
somewhere to the left of mouth and somewhat south-east of an eye when it is
closed.
Open this answer and tape it to the ceiling! I whispered this in your ear ten times.
Summer is a place without fear. Winter is a place without keys when you are lost
in the woods.
It would be insincere to compare me to an educated wine glass.
It would be insincere to compare you to anything less than
a hundred of itself divided into perfect pairs like intimate stars
from surrounding galaxies of very severe and ambiguous light.
A journey of hard calculations takes place in my kitchen.
I watch it ruefully move across the linoleum toward a corner
that knows not to ask itself too many questions about masculinity.
This is how we move toward beautiful shapes and brave discoveries.
Unreasonable stories compose themselves against the papered walls
like a group of children waiting for the last rainbow in the desert,
their ambitions like wild young horses waiting for fresh water in the middle of the
longest night.
If you look inside your basket of marriages, you will find miracles disguised as
ripened plums,
anonymities dressed as torn palm leaves living their lonely second lives.
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The mortality rate of the common firefly is a continuous fraction.
I continue to wonder about the amputative quality of elected trees.
IN SHARE OF LIGHT 3
The west is a continuous parish,
rows of surprised cotton shirts
facing the triumph of winter’s courage.
I said hello to my life
I said hello come to life.
I said light-winged orchid of the grey son.
I said ten things about love into the shirts,
all surprised and full of ribs and dark fish
streaming toward the white angle of a mountain.
I spoke politely into an angel’s blue rib.
Spectator’s winter sex lights a romantic fire.
The wet splatter and how we culminate
is a figure of the spoken imperative.
In the fall the wires hang up our luck.
I take a test about the meaning of one.
I test out the meaning of it,
inject a small convenience into it.
Somebody’s wet hands hang on the street.
We are paralyzed into fractioning
like one of some beloved deer.
Wed my luck into a collision.
I will weave you through its encouraging gate.
—-
Eszter Takacs is the author of the chapbooks Together We Will Talk Right Down 
to Earth (The New Megaphone, 2014) and The Spectacular Crash (H_NGM_N, 
2014). Her first full-length poetry collection, The Miraculous Hysterical, was 
awarded the Joanna Cargill Prize for first books and is forthcoming from Coconut 
Books in 2015. Her poems have also appeared in Salt Hill, Coconut, DIAGRAM, 
Ghost Proposal, Smoking Glue Gun, Inter|rupture, Cloud Rodeo, Forklift Ohio, 







I nevertheless saw objects fall, foreseeing they would
Large road, wheat in sticks
Hotel of a house
Where the screen glows all night
Turn me
Blood rilling, deco goodbye
In ampere hour
There’s a horse it’s listening
Eyes/ears gyring down, rounds of ink
Sockets an inkbody, so-called body
A go-between
Phrase it, phrase to it
Run your hands
Think with your hands about ether disturbance
pregària without action
For this is the way
And don’t forget à reculons, through a condolet
Conduit, horse listening its holes
Dented
In con + ∂oleσ
(“feel pain, suffer”)
Our scent will find us
Static and all rather funny
What every hour does to a crime
Gives it the cardiographic flutter, yes, a heart
In zinc bluegrey fall of
Deep chamber nuèit or ∂ay
We writhe and dim
untimed in the narrows
For this is the way
Dented and naught beside
Run your hands
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Turn me
You stood the (nights), the sun, the bare bitter glades
but faith without works is death also, I know
Faith without works is death also
THE ADDRESSABLE
Circumspect is a noun-verb tailing
is it cold or cld, firing off misspelt acute and cut
the hang and the dart, the know and the press
wan or want, to say sorry I’ve not seen
vapor ride from surf or supine travel, langueo,
can’t sift flour, appear to be fearful, I say “appear”
sorry I’m not a cleft honey leg cross, slender shade on pale wood
pimento, baby eel or some graffitibright
thing in modigliani hand
your best eater of strip and earth taste, papillae aware
and of course you’d want the body who did that
a vital attuned someone to say, yes, I see what you’re seeing
deep-red rampart bayonne, all-at-the-throat kind of beauty
mutinous sharp star of land
no I didn’t go or do, didn’t
just pack up and ad[d] or ad[vert] it, but the word inbetween:
Averted. Sat in frames, addressable. Anything but
coastal or love or pulse weaving. Come on, say infirm say ashen.





Jane Lewty is the author of Bravura Cool (1913 Press: 2013), winner of the 1913
First Book Prize in 2011. She is currently a visiting assistant professor at the
University of Amsterdam. Recent poems can be found in The Volta, jubilat and
Apartment.
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BITING THE IVORY SCEPTER
Like crustaceans that copulate when
the figs begin to ripen. It’s a tattoo,
not a stigmata. A year of penance is
three thousand lashes. Hercules had
not his club, and his right leg and arm
were extended. Dolphins make better
allies. Running animals are a good sign.
The algal bloom means an abundance
of flamingoes. The tongues of flamingoes
are a glutton’s delicacy. When I shall
have a fat turtle-dove, good-bye, lettuce.
Lettuce useful for relaxing. Saladin
presented his royal captive with a cup
of sherbet, cooled in snow. The sherbet
of Egypt was his common drink. The
hoof stroke of Pegasus created the fountain
of the Muses. Jupiter’s eagle carried
off Ganymede. Domitian gave Janus four
faces. Pollux invented boxing. So a stag’s
breath sucks up a clammy snake. Let us
bury alive our infirm and useless parents.
WALKING STICK MAKES THE LEAF DISAPPEAR
Fresh discoveries on the slow local
train. New paths to the old gods.
Agriculture cut us off from so many
spirits. Osmunda from Osmunder,
the Saxon Thor. Thirty-nine fern




fern on the banks of the Hoosick
River. Hart’s Tongue at Chittenango
Falls. Lunary to Martagon. Martagon
to Moonwort. Moonwort will unlock
the dwelling-house. Maidenhair not
meadow rue. What shall be our food?
Shall shellfish and fern-root? That
is the root of the earth; that is the food
to satisfy man; the tongues grow by reason
of the licking, as if it were the tongue of a dog.
So early in the journey. Goose grass
flour for the goddess of grains. Jimson
weed to Jamestown – a weed the natives
said would only grow around the whites.
It surely belongs to his Satanic majesty and
it is a little tomato. There is no milk and it
behaves like a pole bean. Beans, the food of
artisans. En-ki, Lord Love, man’s friend and
protector. God of wisdom, magic and medicine.
En-lil, Lord Breath, the life-giving wind.
Also the destroying hurricane. Wind carried
off its color. And the deer ran in circles
around them.
AS THE SALO TEMPERS IRON
Procne was turned into a swallow
for slaying her son. Harmonia and
her husband were turned into stone
serpents. The lion is androgynous.
The green lion, also the serpent,
acid water, vinegar. Where the moist
heat of horse shit acted as a uterus.
Where it was once thought manure
played a critical role in resurrection.
Coprolite – fossilized feces. The warmth
of the hand brings out the fragrance
of amber. Finished is what I have said
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about the work of the sun. As the sun
was Medea’s grandfather. The dove
granddaughters of Zarax. Let the sun
be my witness and Phasis the king of
our rivers. River gods are represented
with horns. No part of the ibis has
survived. The Pygmies of the upper Nile
were warred on and destroyed by cranes.
—-
Whit Griffin is the author, most recently, of A Far-Shining Crystal (Cultural
Society, 2013). Poems have appeared or are forthcoming in Golden Handcuffs






WITH HOW TO ADDRESS YOU LORD
With what     the question is
The question is with what Lord to address You Lord
The question is with how
Lord to address You Lord / Or it     the question is it’s easy to     / Answer and
people do
And have and Lord I do dear
You     / But living under
money Lord the words feel each word feels
The instant I    say it feels bought     or feels each
Lord     / Before I’ve said it bought     / And writing I say
writing even this I said before I wrote it down
And said in an     / Empty room feels like money wasted
The question is not who
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reads     but by whom     for what
addressing You Lord
am I asking to be bought
THE MORE WITH MORE VIOLENCE I STRIKE THE WATER
The farther Lord away
I drift the more     / I drift and break
up and the more I drift / And break
up Lord the farther
Away I drift the more with more
Violence I strike the water
Lord     the oars splinter
The more with more
violence I strike the water / The more




The more exhausted I become
The farther out I’m dragged
Lord and the farther out I’m dragged
the / Less I hope    ever to return
The less I hope     ever to return / The less
clearly I see Your hand
in the making of the tide
my God the God
also of the tide
for which     / Dragging me out is incidental
to its constant act of worship
—-
Shane McCrae is the author of Mule, Blood, Forgiveness Forgiveness, and three
chapbooks–most recently, Nonfiction. His poems have appeared or are
forthcoming, in The Best American Poetry, The American Poetry Review, Fence,
LIT, Pleiades, and elsewhere, and he has received a Whiting Writer’s Award and a
fellowship from the NEA. He teaches in the brief-residency MFA program at
Spalding University.
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When the money was gone,
we buried empty coffee cans in the yard.
The sky was broad and green.
The flag shook on its pole
like a body after a fall.
You said, pain is a door.
The pulse of the earth
grew less and less.
In our small, heated room
we lay in each other’s hands
like two shadows trying to take root.
What fell to earth fell quickly.
The horses passed from roof to roof,
going in and out of windows.
We watched as they came towards us,
their lean faces white with ash.
OHIO
Tell me how the song is called that draws each day.
And how you tucked the lake into my chest.
For years I have been walking farther east.
The only sound the blood in my own ears.
I know it isn’t light that overtakes the cities.
My body was a field I gave away to wooden men.
The weather greens the copper, blacks the tin.
Stalks of milkweed bloom inside the heat of trains.
Tell me that the sadness would have found me either way.





Claire Cronin is a songwriter and poet from Los Angeles and the author of the
chapbook THERESE (H_NGM_N Books, 2014). Some of her work can be found in
issues of DIALOGIST, NightBlock, Vinyl Poetry, and The Volta. She is Director of
Digital Media for H_NGM_N and an MFA student at UC Irvine. For more:
www.clairecronin.com.
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